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like that. But mostly it was terrible. You see, some-
times they just couldn't bear it: they weren't all given
Help. Then they were just broken to bits, and it was
awful going near them or trying to be kind and useful,
as one had to. When there were fewer of us left, the
street women came sidling up to tell us - and me
usually - all about it all over again in case we weren't
remembering!

But all the same there were times one could be
brave. Sometimes they let us and the Brothers meet.
I don't know why. Perhaps some gaoler was kind.
There were not many of them, but such as there
were had got strength. There was my old uncle,
father's brother. He spoke like a prophet and we all
believed him. I could have gone out gladly then and
faced the Emperor himself. Oh, if only they had come
for me at once!

I had been feeling braver for nearly a week; I had
begun to forget about the lame man and the inn, to
think that was all past and washed out; I dreamt one
night I could have walked away through the prison
walls, but so despised it that I chose to stay. I led in
the singing; I heartened the others. I felt I was ready.
And then - well, you know, you know how it is with
a woman -1 needn't tell you, any woman would
understand - but they came just a day too late and
I wasn't feeling brave or strong any longer. Oh, I
cannot understand why God ordered that! It was
my body, not my spirit. Because of being just
then.
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